Bassists = Trouble 


Author: butterworths 


Bands: Motley Crue 


Characters: Mick Mars, Nikki Sixx, Tommy Lee, Vince Neil 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Jan 05 2009 02:39:09 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Bassists = Trouble 


Author's Notes: 
Nothing really to say this time. Just a short one. ;) 


Vince is easy. Almost too easy. 


All | have to do is run my hand up his arm one night after a gig and tell him how great he looked on stage. 
God, it was barely worth doing that! He goes down on me right there in the Green Room and he wants to do 


more but it's too risky so | tell him no and make him wait till | can get him back to my house. 


| barely get him through the door before he jumps me, my back really hated me for that one. Soon | have him 
singing a very special tune. He asks me to spank him and | do so with my girlfriend's big paddle hairbrush. He 
screams when he comes and leaves soon after we're finished. He never lets me kiss him. That's alright, | don't 
really mind. I'm not in this for romance. 


Singers always have some hang-ups. 


Now, Tommy, he's harder. 


Tommy's looking for love but he's ruled by that rather large cock of his. Sometimes | think he has a second, 
more primitive, brain down there which sometimes takes over for the only slightly more sophisticated brain 
between his ears. All you really have to do is grab him by that cock and his skinny arse is your oyster. It's 
getting hold of his cock in the first place which makes it a challenge. 


So | invite him over to help me watch my kids for the day. He loves kids, loves to play. | set them up with 
video games and lots of sugary crap and go take a nap. When their Mom comes to pick my little ones up | ask 
Tommy to stay for dinner and he does. Then it's a simple matter of a couple of bottles of wine and watching 
some art house French film which was basically soft core porn and he's mine. 

Tommy has amazing rhythm, I'll give him that. He's not a screamer either, more of a quiet moaner. Very 
different from Vince, doesn't really have any kinks either apart from wanting me to suck his toes. That's not 
too bad. He likes to kiss a lot as well and as he falls asleep he curls into my arms. Aw, what a sweet kid. 
Drummers tend to be fairly straightforward. 

Nikki is by far the hardest of them all. 


But, you have to understand that Nikki is the one | need to have the most. He needs to know who's really in 
charge of this band. He needs to know that even though | give him a long leash l'm still holding onto the end of 
it. 


It takes me months. Months of staying behind at rehearsals and all night writing sessions both of which 
usually end in drunken caresses and sloppy blow jobs. But not what | really want. 


When it does finally happen it's almost unexpected, but that doesn't mean it's easy. Everything has to be a 
fight with him, even sex. He picks a fight with me over a song we both know is awful but he wants to include 
in the set list. He's only doing it for attention and when | don't take his bait that makes him really mad. 

He pushes me, | push back. 

He smacks me, | smack back. 


He shoves me against a wall and kisses me. Ah hah, success. | kiss back. 


That's when the real fight begins. We roll over the floor, sometimes he's trying to get away, sometimes he's 


pushing on top of me, | never know what's coming. 


When | bite his nipples hard he cries out with this strange needy wail and knots his fingers in my hair. | keep 
trying to turn him over so | can fuck him from behind like | did with the others but he won't play ball. 


| have to settle for taking him on his back on the hard cement of our rehearsal space. My knees hated me the 
next morning, almost as much as my back does. His fingers stay in my hair and his eyes never leave my face, 
not for a second. Except when he comes, then he closes his eyes and arches his back and is, for a moment, 


completely silent. 


After | fall on top of him he's gentle. He wraps his arms around me and we lie there for a while. The silence is 


heavy around us. Then he says it, speaking clearly and with firm certainty, 
"| love you Mick. | fucking love you, Man." 
Shit! 


Bassists are always fucking trouble. 


